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CHARACTERS 

HANNELE 

GOTTWALD {afteriuards the stranger), a School- 
master 

SISTER MARTHA, a Deaconess 

TULPE ) 

HETE (Hedwig) I 

> Inmates of an Almshouse 
PLESCHKE _ j 

HANKE I 

SEIDEL, a Woodcutter 

BERGER, a Magistrate 

SCHMIDT, a Police Official 

DR WACHLER 


APPARITIONS INTRODUCED DURING HANNELE’S 
DELIRIUM ; — mattern {a Aiason)f iuppoted to Iff hanncle’s 
Father j Tiir form of hasnfle’s dead mother^ a great 

DARK ANGIL; THRFF ANGFLS or LIGHT J THJ DEACON'F-£S J THF 
STRANGtR; GOTTUALD*S PUPILS 5 PLFSCHKr ; H ANKF, AND OTHER 
I’AUPLRS; SEIDFL5 A VILLAGE DOCT R } FOUR \OUrHS, CLAD 
IN WUITL^ NUMEROUS tiRIGHT ANGTLS^ GREAT AND SMALL,* 
MOURNERS 5 WOMFN, ETC. 



THE FIRST ACT 


SCENE — A room in the almshouse of a village in the 
mountains. Bare walls. A door at centre, hack. 
To the left of this door is a small window. Be- 
fore the window are a rickety table and a bench. 
Near the table and to the left of it is a stove. 
To the right of the door is a pallet with a straw 
mattress and a few ragged coverlets. 

It is a stormy December evening. 

At the table, seated and singing a hymn which she reads 
from a hymn-book, by the light of a tallow candle, 
sits TULPE, an old, ragged pauper. 

The stage directions as to “ right ” artd “ left ” are 
given from the actor’s standpoint. 

TULPE 

[Sings in a cracked, quavering voice."] 
“Jesus, lover of my soul, 

Let me to Thy bosom fly, 

While the waves of tr-ouble. . . 

[Enter nEViwiG, familiarly known as hete, a 
disreputable woman of about thirty, with 
curly hair. Round her head is wrapped a 
thick cloth. She carries a bundle under her 
arm. Her dress is light and shabby. 

7 



Hannele 


\iit% 

iEl^u.gcn hrfingns'i 
weather >vc rc havin' {Dr^pi hir lunf cn bf 
tahU and got, on i/owng ktr fingtn, ttand-ng alttr- 
naitly on ta.h ofhtrfttU 

eld beets ] We am t had such weather for an age 


TWLfl 

W hat have you got in there? 


METS 

IGrinnmg and uhming wth pain Sits en theiitch 
by the sine end t net to take off her beets] Ob, Lota 
My blessed toes are just burnin' ’ 


TOLPE 

[Unties METES bundle, m tthch on seen es leeft 
paeket of (hieary a bag of reffee, a few pair, »/ Stsck' 
mgs, ete] Ain t there nothin’ for me m }Out^ 
bundle’ 

HETE 

[^t first too busy u,th her hortt te mind TUlPE 
Suddenly mauhei at the bundle and eellect, its ten- 
tents] rdpe’ [One «f Kvtsls feet it bare She 
piles her betonpng, together and tames them effto the 
pallet ] Now youd best leave my things alone — 
D )oo thinh 1 vebeen trampin’ about and freezin* 
all tne bones in my body for you, eh ’ 
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TULPE 

Ah, you needn’t make such a fuss about it, you 
fooi IRises, closes her hymn-book, oml xvtpes it care- 
fully tvith her skirtJ] I don’t want none of the 
rubbish you’ve been beggin* for. 

HETE 

[Hiding her property under the snaitress.'] Beg- 
gin’ i I’d like to know who’s done most beggin’ — 
you or me! You’ve done nothin’ else all your life. 
And you’re no chicken, neither. 

TULPE 

Don’t you fly out about it. We know the sort of 
lifey5?<’<ye led. Pastor told you what he thought of 
you, he did. I didn’t tramp about the streets when 
I was a girl. I vtTis rcspcct’ble. 

HETE 

I s’posc that’s why you were sent to jail ! 

TULPE 

You’ll get there fast enough, don’t you fear, my 
beauty. Just you let me get a sight of a gendarme, 
that’s all. I could tell him a thing or two about 
you, as sure’s you live ! 

HETE 

Oh, shut up 1 I don’t care for your gendarmes. 
Let ’em come and see if I don’t tell ’em somethin’ 
as’ll make you feel uncomfort’ble. 
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TUtre 

You can’t say nothin* a^nst mel 

HETE 

Oh, I can’t, can’t I ? Who stole the overcoat 
from the innkeeper’s little boy, eh ? [tulpe mahi 
at thsagk ta spit at hete] 'ITiai's what you call 
manners, I s po«e^ You shan’t have nothin* now, 
just to spite you 

TUtPE 

Ah, go on ' I wouldn't take anythin’ from the 
likes of you, anyhow 

HETE 

No, and you won’t get nothin’ 

[PLESciiKE and hanke appear auiiide t/ie aptn 
dear, against uhsek they hne been literally 
blntn by the hau.ltng v.ind peeschke,^ 
serefuJeus thsldtsh eld nan, in ragi, buritt 
tut laughing HAnKE, a gaad-for-nathmg 
blacbguard, blasphemes They are seen ta 
shake the snaxv tff their hats and e/aeks 
Each earrsts a bundle 


pleschke 

f '* One of these ’ere nights, 

shanty ain’t smashed to bits! 

' *f^^*”f^‘^niers,\\fTzhurriedlydrags 
cr bundle fram beneath the mattress, pidl 
“P nnd runs past the men intc the eeurt- 

up afightaf, fairs 
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PLESCHKE 

[Calling afte7- -a'E.TE,'] Hey! Hulloa! You’re 
in a hurry ! What are you runnin’ away for ? We 
won’t hurt you, will we, Hanke ? 

TULPE 

[Busy at the stove with a saucepan.^ Oh, she 
ain’t right in her head. She thinks you’ll steal her 
bundle. 

PLESCHKE 

[E7iters.'\ Lord save us! That’s rough on us, 
that is ! Evenin’ ! G’d evenin’ ! Good Lord, what 
weather! Hang me if I wasn’t a’ most blown off 
my feet ! 

[Limps to the table, lays his bu7idle dow7i, and 
wags his xvhite-haired, feeble head at 
TULPE. Pants from fatig/xe, coughs a7id 
tries to warm himself. Mea7iwhile, hanke 
enters, lays his beggar's bag agamst the door 
and shivers with cold as he puts fuel into 
the stove. 


TULPE 

Where have you been ? 

PLESCHKE 

[Stuttermg.l Where — ^where have I been ? 

Quite a way, quite a way. Up in the hills. 
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TULFE 

Brought anythin’ back? 

PLESCHKE 

Lo»— lots of things. Th’ pn«t giv’ me this ’ere 
e-pfenniger, and down at th* Jnn thej gi' e me 
er — give me — er— * bowl of soup— 

TULFE 

Hand It o\cr» and 1*11 warm it up 

[Taiei « pet out efthe lundle, sets it on the table 
and stirs the tontents of the saucepan 


PLESCHKE 

1—1 ve got somethin’ else in here— sausage The 
butcher give it to me Ay, the butcher 


TULFE 

H’hcre’s the moneys 

PLESCHKE 

Oh, the money’s all right Here’s the money 


Give It t’ me 


TULPE 

1 II take care of it for you 


XRt'tnSers } 
let her have it? 


METE 

You blamed old fool, 


why d’you 


[JA# goes to the state 
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TULPE 

You mind your own business. 

HANKE 

Don’t worry. He’s her sweetheart. 


HETE 

Saints alive ! 

HANKE 

It’s only right he should bring her home a trifle 
now and then, ain’t it ? 


PLESCHKE 

[Sta7nmering.'] Y ou — ^you ought — oughter know 

better, you ought. Can’t you leave a poor old 
man alone an’ — n-not make game of him ? 

HETE 

{Mimicking pleschke.] W-why d-don’t you 
1-let the poor old man alone? Pleschke, you’re 
gettin’ shaky. You won’t last much longer. 

PLESCHKE 

\Threatenhig her %vith a stick.'] Y-you’d best 
c-clear outer this! 

HETE 

■ I’d like to see you make me clear out. 



Hannele 


rUSCHKE 

Clear out' D’ye hear? 

TULPe 

Catch her one on the head It'll do her good 

rLESUIKC 

Clear out' 

HANKE 

OVi, drop itl LeaveVier a^ont 

[hbti, tahng advantap ef hankb’s 
tng turned h$f bad ta defend her 
piescHKE, mates a grab at fits bag and 
trees to steal something from if rvurt 
sees her and shakes tilth laughter 

HA(>K1 

1 don’t see much to laugh about 
TWtPB 

[Still laughing'^ He don’t see nothin’ to laugh atl 

PLBSCHRe 
Oh, Lord, just look at herl 

TUtPB 

You’d best look arter your bag, or maybe you’ll 
miss Somethin’ 
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HANKE 

[!r?/n« and sees that he has been tricked.'] You 
would, would you, you devil ! [Rushes a^ter hete.] 
Just you let me get at you ! 

[Tramping of feet, as hanke runs up the stair- 
case after hete. Smothered cries. 

PLESCHKE 

Well, well, well ! She’s a smart ’un. 

[He laughs. 

[tulpe joins in his laughter, zvhich is interrupted 
by the sound of the sudden openmg and shut- 
ting of a door. 

W-what was that i 

[Howling wind heard outside. Snow dashes 
against the window-panes. Then all is 
quiet for a moment. The schoolmaster, 
GOTTWALD, a man of two-and-thirty, with 
a dark beard, enters, carrying hannele 
MATTER.N, a girl of about fourteen. The 
child whimpers. Her long red hair streams 
over the schoolmaster's shoulders, her face 
is pressed against his throat, her arms hang 
straight and limp. The rags in which she 
is clothed barely cover her. gottwald 
takes no notice of pleschke and tulpe, 
carries the child in tenderly, and lays her 
on the bed, which stands on the right tiear 
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the tiol/ He u fellmed hy seidil, o 
noed-tutler, ttho eamet a lantern m ene 
hand He ols» tames a tail, an axe, and 
a bundle ef rags On hit grer head he 
nears a shabby eld hat 

PLtSCKkE 

IStoring stupidly at the new-eesnert] HuHoa, 
huiloa^ hulloal W-what** the matter? 

COTTWAtO 

^Laying his tn.tr toat and tame blast iets ever 
hannelb ] Hot bncks, ScideU Quick 

seiDEt 

[Te tulpe] Don’t stand there doin’ nothin' 
Heat some bricks Look sharp* 

TULPE 

What’s the matter with the girl? 

SEIDEL 

I’ve no time for talkin’ 

{Exit tilth TULPE 

COTTWALD 

[Trying to soothe hanuble ] There, there, don’t 
you fear We’ll Soon put you right 



Hannele 


HA^JSELE 

[Her teeth chatteriiigJl I’m afraid ! I’m afraid ! 


GOTTWALD 

Fear nothing. We won’t let any harm come to 
you. 


HANNELE 

It’s father ! It’s father ! 


GOTTWALD 
Why, he’s not here, my dear. 

HANNELE 

I’m afraid of father. Oh, if he should come! 


GOTTWALD 

Ssh ! Ssh 1 He won’t come. 

[Hurried steps are heard on the staircase, hete 
bustles in, with an iron grater in her hand. 


HETE 

[Holdingjtp the grater.^ Just look what Hanke’s 
got! 

[hanke rushes in after hete and tries to take 
the grater from her. She flings it into the 
middle of the room. 
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IIAHNELE 

[Si.reams tulh ttrrer'] Hc*s coming! Hes 
coming’ 

half rtsts, leant forttarJ, tilth anguish cn 
her pale tul, pmthed little fcie, and stares 
at the place from tihich the netse eemes 
liETE dodges atiaj from tiASKE and runs 
mta the hack room goes ta pick up 

the grater 

IIANKE 

[Jslonished] I U gi\e )oua taste of it present!), 
)OU slut, )Ou' 

OOTTWAED 

[To hanneee] Its all nght, my child fTa 
IIANK.E ] What are you doing here } 

HANKE 

What am / doin’ here? 


[Putting her head in at the tack doer ] 'Tain’t 
his' He Stole It I 

HA‘<RE 

[Threatening] ^ou wail a bit' I’ll get csen 
with you 

GOTTWALD 

I beg you to be quiet The child s ill 
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HAKKE 

vp the grater and draws back abashed.} 
Why, what’s the matter ? 

SEIDEL 

[Enters with two bricks.} These ought to do. 

GOTTWALD 

[E.-(a7nining the bricks.} Are they warm enough ? 

SEIDEL 

Oh, they’ll warm her. 

[He puts one of the bricks under HANNELE’s/?r^ 

GOTTWALD 

Put the other one there. 

[Pohits to another place. 

SEIDEL 

She don’t seem much warmer yet. 

GOTTWALD 

The child’s shivering with cold. 

[tulpe has e}itered, following seidel. Behind 
her enter hete ayid pleschke and several 
other paupers, who stand in the doorway 
whispering and fussing about inquisitively. 
tulpe moves to the bedside and stands 
there with her arms akimbo. 
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HASNELE 

[!)trtams Kith ffrrer] He’s coming’ Hes 

[She half nset hans famarJ, aith onpeish en 
her fall, Mfl, piiuhfJ little face, and stares 
at the place frtm tthsch the netse ernes 
HITE daJges auay frtm itASKE and runs 
inta the had roam haxke gees it pid up 
the grater 

IIANKE 

[^stenished } I’ll gi\e )ou a taste of K presently* 
jou slut, jou ' 

COTTtt Ate 

[T# hassele] It’s all right, mj child fTe 
HANM^ \\'hj,tare)oudoingheref 

IIASkE 

^Vhat am I doin’ here? 


[Putting her head in at the had dear ] ’Tain’t 
his’ Hestoleit* 

HAVRE 

[Threatening^ \ou wait a bit’ I'll get e\en 
with you 

GOTTWAtD 

I beg you to be quiet The child’s ilL 
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HANKE 

Up the grater and draws back abashed.~\ 
Why, what’s the matter ? 

SEIDEL 

[Enters with two bricks.^ These ought to do. 
gottwald 

[Examining the bricks.'] Are they warm enough ? 

SEIDEL 

Oh, they’ll warm her. 

[He puts one of the bricks under hannele’s feet, 
GOTTWALD 

Put the other one there. 

[Pomts to another place. 

SEIDEL 

She don’t seem much warmer yet. 

GOTTWALD 

The child’s shivering with cold. 

[tulpe has e7itered, followmg seidel. Behind 
her enter hete and pleschke atid several 
other paupers, who stand hi the doorway 
whispering and fussing about inquisitively. 
TULPE moves to the bedside and stands 
there with her arms akimbo. 
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TUtPE 

Brandy and hot water 'ud do her good 
SEIDEL 

{Pulh 9ut a ftati S» do pleschke and hanke] 
There a juat a drop left. 

tulpe 

[y#/ tht timit ] Bring it here 


SEIDEL 

Is the water hot ^ 


Scaldin’ ' 


TULPE 

COTTWALD 


\ ou d better put m a lump of sugar 


HETE 

Where d you s’pose we’d get sugar from ? 


TULPE 

Ah, shut up* You know you’ve got some stowed 
away 


HETE 

You lie I ain’t got no Sugar 


{Laught ntnouslj 
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TULPE 

It’s j’(7w that’s lyin’. I saw you bring it in. 


SEIDEL 

[T(? HETE.] Run and get it, can’t you ? 

HANKE 

[To HETE.] What are you waitin’ for ? 

HETE 

[Doggedl)'.'] Fetch it yourself. 

PLESCHKE 

Get the sugar ! 

HETE 

You can get all you want at the grocer’s. 

[TwV. 

SEIDEL 

And if you don’t get some at the grocer’s, double 

quick time Well, you’ll see ! That’s all I’ve 

got to say. Y ou won’t want more nor I’ll give you, 
my lass. 

PLESCHKE 

\JVho has beet: out, returns,'] Ah, she’s a bad lot, 
she is. 
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SlWEt 

I’d like fQ have the handlin’ of her I’d take 
her down a hit, I would, if I was the Burgomaster 
bhjsgot nohusiness totem an almshouse— a great, 
bi^, healthy slut like her Why don’t she work? 

ruscHice 
H'here s a— Vb-bii of sugar 

HANKS 

the ar»ma ef the grefj I'd like to be 
ill myselt, I would' 

f'CHMioT enters tilth a tanUm H't manner 
IS important and impressne 

SCIIMJDT 

Now then, make room there The judge U be 
here in a moment 

foERccR, the jn<jgtjrro/f, enters His manner 
stamps hm as a retired ejieer He ti ears 
a short beard Mtkough hs hair tf 
gri-z^ed he seems still youthful and good' 
ioohng He tieais a ttell-cut, long ctir- 
toat His eoeked hat if xrf faiitiiily on hss 
head One of fits tharacteristscs is a boyish 
stiagger 

THtPAWERS 

Evemn , Judge Evenin’, Captain! 



Hanneh 


BERGER 

Evenin’. \Takes off his hat and cloak and 
puis them down with his stick. JFith a com- 
manding gesture.'\ Out with you, the whole lot of 
you ! 

[sCHMIDT hustles THE PAUPERS itltO thc back 
room. 


BERGER 

Evenin’, Schoolmaster. [Holds out his hand.^ 
How are you getting on ? 

GOTTWALD 

We’ve just pulled the child out of the water! 

SEIDEL 

[Stepping forward,'] Excuse me. Judge. [Makes 
a military I was working later than usual 

down at t’ smithy. You see, I was puttin’ a new 
clamp round my axe — and just as I was cornin’ out 
o’ t’ smithy — down yonder by the pond. Judge — 
you know the big pond — it’s pretty nigh as big as a 

lake [berger makes an impatient ji'fifi/rc.] 

Yes, Judge. Well, there’s a corner in that pond 

as never freezes over I can call to mind when 

I was a boy 

BERGER 

Never mind that. Go on with your story. 
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ttXDtl. 

{Salutmg again] \esC»p’" Well— as I was 
savin’, I'd just come out o* t' smithy and was 
suiidm in th’ moonlight, when I heard some one 
crvin’ At first I thought it was only some one 
makm bJicsi, as vou miglitsay Buthappenm to 
look toward the pond, 1 saw somethin in the 
\ cs. Judge Where it never frccics over 1 called 

out to sa) I was a-comtn’, but she’d fainted* Wcl, 

I just ran back and fetched a pbiik from t smithy 
and laid it over the holo-and in a moment I ha 
brought her safe to land again 


aeaciti 

Bravo, hcidel We don t hear that sort of talc 
every da) Wc hear more about quarrelling and 
fighting, and head-breaking, down m the village 
And then, I suppose, vou brought her straight 
up here * 

SeiDIL 

Excuse me, Judge It was the teacher 


COTTWALD 

1 happened to be passing by on my way home 
from a lecture So 1 took her to m) house first and 
got my wife to find some warm clothes for her 


BiaCEK 

What do you make of the affair? 
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SEIDEL 

[Hesitating.'} Well, you see — She’s Slat- 
tern’s stepdaughter. 

BERGER 

[Srrmt shocked.} That ragged little thing Slat- 
tern’s stepdaughter ? 

SEIDEL 

Ay. Her mother died six weeks ago. . . . There 
ain’t much more to tell. She kicked and scratched 
because she thought I was her stepfather. 

BERGER 

[Thinking o/mattern, msitters.} The scoundrel ! 

SEIDEL 

He’s been sittin’ at the inn, drinkin’ hard, ever 
since yesterday. It takes a cask to fill hm up, it 
does. 

BERGER 

He’ll have a score to settle with me, for this job. 
[Bends over hannele.] Now, my child. Listen. 
S: ou needn’t cry about it. What’s the girl looking 
at me like that for ? ... I won’t hurt you. What’s 
your name? ... A little louder, please. I can’t 

hear you [He rim.] The child seems very 

stubborn. 


25 



, iJIanneJe 


/ VI 

rOTTWAtD 

She’s only fnghicneiJ Hanncle • 

IIA>SELe 

[Gaiping] ^eSjSir* 

COTTWAtn 

Do AS the Judge bid> you, child 
IIASSELE 

[5Ajteri«^ ] Dear Lord, I’m frcwing' 

SeiDBl 

in the gr»g ] There Take a drop o 

this, my lass 

MANHtLE 

[^1 i/fere ] Dear Lord, I’m hungry • 


OOTTWALD 

[To the Magistrate ] It’s no use We can’t 
make her dnnk 


It hurts' 




GOTTWAin 

^Vherc does it hurt you. Utile one ^ 


HANNELE 

Oh, 1 m afraid • I’m afraid ' 



Hamtele 


y BERGER 

Who’s frightening you, my dear ? Come, come, 
now. Tell us all about it. Don’t be afraid. What 
was that ? — I can’t understand a word you’re say- 
ing. Try and remember how it happened. Did 
your stepfather ill-treat you ? — Did he beat you or 
lock you up or — turn you out into the street ? — It’s 
hard to get anything out of her 

SEIDEL 

Ay! She ain’t fond o’ chatterin’! Choppin’ 
trees is easier nor makin’ her talk. She’s as still as 
a mouse, she is. 

BERGER 

If we only had facts to go on — we might have 
the fellow locked up. 

GOTTWALD 

She’s terribly afraid of him. 

SEIDEL 

’Tain’t the first time, neither, as he’s been caught 
at this sort of game. Just you ask the folks about 
him. They’ll tell you what sort of man he is. It’s 
a wonder she wasn’t killed years ago. 

BERGER 

What has he done to her ? 
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SEIDEL 

r)onc^—Dru\ ‘hcrouto’dooreo’ nights 'That’s 
what he’s done to her Sentherouta-beggm’in the 
snow That’s what he’s done And if she didn t 
bnn^ him back enough to get him roann' drunk, 
out she’d lias c to goagen That s what hes done 
Many b the night she s froxe and cried her eyes out, 
she has 

CQTTWALD 

It wasn t quite so bad while her mother lived 
BERGER 

ell, anyhow, we’ll have the man arrested He s 
a notonous drunkard Now, my little maid, just 
look me straight m the face. 

HANNELE 

[Imphnnglj ] Oh, please, please, please' 

SEIDEL 

'Tain’t no use )ouraskjn* questions '\ou won’t 
get nothin’ out o’ her 

cottwald 

[Grn/^] Hannele* 


HANKRLE 
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GOTTWALD 

Do you know me ? 

HANNELE 

YcSj sir. 

GOTTWALD 

Who am I ? 

HANNELE 

Teacher, sir — ^Teacher Gottwald. 

GOTTWALD 

That’s right. We’re getting along famously. 
Now, my dear child, tell us all about it. Don’t be 
afraid. How is it you did not stay at home instead 
of going down to the pond by the blacksmith’s? 

Eh? 

HANNELE 

I’m afraid ! I’m afraid 1 

BERGER 

We’ll go away, and you can say all you have to 
say to the schoolmaster. 

HANNELE 

and mysUrionsly.'] He called me ! 
GOTTW.ALD 

called you, my dear ? 
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tIANMELE 

The Lord Jesus. 


GOTTWALO 

Where did the Lord Jesus call you ? 

HANNELE 

From the water 

gotth ald 

^Vhere ’ 

HANNELE 

Why, from the bottom of the water 
BERGER 

{Changing ktt mmd and putting on hit eirrwfl^ ] 
We’d better have the doctor fetched I daresay he’s 
not left the inn yet 

COTTWAID 

1 ha^c sent for one of the Sisters The child 
needs very careful nursing 

BERGER 

ril go for the doaor at once [Ts schmidt] 
Bring the policeman to me at the inn, Schmidt. 
We'll have the fellow locked up Good night. 
Schoolmaster 

[BERGER and SCHMIDT txeunt HANNELE foIls 
asltep 


30 



Hmweh 


SEIDEL 

\Aftcr a pause.'] He won’t lock him up. Not 
much. 

GOTTWALD 

^Vhy not ? 

SEIDEL 

He knows why, he does. ITho^s ihe girl's father, 
eh ? 

GOTTWALD 

Stuff, Seidel. That’s all gossip. 

SEIDEL 

All right. I knoivs what I knows, 

GOTTWALD 

You mustn’t mind what people say. Half are 
lies. — I only wish the doctor would make haste. 

SEIDEL 

[Softly.] She won’t get over it. You’ll see. 
[Eater dr wachler, a grave-looking man of 
four-and-thirty. 

DR WACHLER 

Good evening! 

GOTTWALD 

Good evening, Doctor. 
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SEIDEL 

{llelfing the doctor » tnkf ef hi fur ettreoat ] 
Good evening. Doctor 

OR WACHLER 

[/I'ormng hi! hands a! the itoze ] I should like 
another candle {The sound ef a mtchantcal organ 
comes from the adjotntng roam ] Thej must hate 
lost their wits' 

SEIDEL 

\At the half-closed door of the had room ] Can't 
you keep tjuiet in there^ 

ceases tziDtlgoes into the had room 

DR WACHLER 
Mr Gottwald, I believe? 

COTTWAID 
That Is my name. 


DR WACHLER 

I hear she tned to drown herself? 


She saw 
child 


COrrWALD 

other way out of her troubles, poor 


[SAsrE pasue ] 
3 * 
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DR WACHDER 

\JFaicktHg HANNELE hsific her bed.} Has she 
been talking in her sleep ? 

HANNELE 

Millions and millions of stars ! [dr wachler and 
GOTTWALD loatch fhc child. Through the window 
the moonlight streams on the group.] Why are you 
pulling at my bones ? Don’t! Don’t! It hurts, 
oh, it does hurt so ! 

DR WACHLER 

^Carefully loosening the collar of hannele’s 
chemise.] Her body is a mass of bruises ! 

SEIDEL 

Ah, and that’s how her mother looked when she 
was put in her coffin ! 

DR WACHLER 

Shocking! Shocking! 

HANNELE 

[/« a changed, peevish voice.] I won’t go home. 
I won’t ! I wairt to go to Dame Holle. — Let me 
go to the pond. — ^Lct me go! — Oh, that dreadful, 
dreadful smell! — Father, you’ve been drinking 
brandy again! — ^Hark! bow the wind blows in the 
wood ! — There was a storm in the hills this morn- 


c 
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mg — Oh, I dohope thcrewon't be a fire. — Do jou 
heir’ Oh, what a stonn' — It'll blow the tailor 
awat, if he hasn’t pul hiigoo^ in hi» pocket’ 

{Fniir SISTER MARTHA. 

COTTWALD 
Good csrmng. Slater 

[sister AtARTHA iettJt her head m respsnse 
COTTWALD ^tfinr her at the hack ef the 

et^ie, rihere she IS getting nerjthmg readi 

fsr nurung 


mansele 

Where’s mother ^ Inheasen^ How faraway 
It is' [Sheeptm her tjet, stares ahsut her m a dazed 
u.ai ruis her eyes sfnslj and says tn an almst in- 
audslte Koite ] Where am I > 


DR WACIIIER 

\htnding O’ er her ] ^ ou'rc w. ith fnends, Han- 
nele 


I’m thirsty 


Water' 

[sEiDEL, ttAa has brought sn another candle, gees 
cut to get tame ttaUr 
it 
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DR -WACHLER 

Does it pain you anjnvhere? [hankele shakes 
her head.] No. That’s first-rate. We’ll soon put 
you right. 

HiVNNELE 

Please, sir, are you the doctor ? 

DR WACHLER 

Y es, my dear. 

HANNEEE 

Am I very, very ill ? 

DR WACHLER 

No, no ! Not very ill. 

HANNELE 

Are you going to make me well again ? 

DR WACHLER 

l^ExaTiwihig her quickly.] Does that hurt ? No! 
Does that? Ah, this is the place! — Don’t be 
frightened 1 1 won’t hurt you. Is this where the 
pain is ? 

GOTTWALD 

[Retunihig to ihe bedside.] Answer the doctor, 
Hannele. 
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IIANNCLE 

\Earnesll'i, tmplmiifht tiarjully"^ Oil, dtar 
"Icacher Gottwald* 

oottwald 

Come, Come’ Attend to what the doctof savs 
ind answer his question^ (mansele shakes her 
head ] No ? Why not ? 

UAttNBtE 

Oh> do, d» let me go to mother’ 

COTTWAlD 

[Deeply moved — strokes her hair gently ] Don’t, 
don t say that, my c)uW 

[SA«r/ pause ] 

[TA? DOCTOR Alt head, dratis a long breath 
and refletts for a moment sister M ART HA 
has brought the lighted eandle front the 
table and stands near by, holding it 

DR WACHLER 

[Beckons to sister Martha] One moment, 
Sister 

[TAe DOCTOR (m</ SISTER martha retire to the 
table rhe doctor the sister some 
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instructions in an undertone, gottwald 
glances at hannele, the sister, and the 
DOCTOR alteniatcly. He stands watUng, 
hat in hand. 

[dr wachler ends his quiet talk with sister 

MARTHA. 

I’il look in again later on. I’ll have the medicine 
sent round. [To gottwaed.] It seems they have 
arrested the man at the inn. 

SISTER MARTHA 

Y es. So they say. 

DR wachler 

[Putting on his overcoat. To seidel.] You’d 
better come to the apothecary’s with me. 

[The doctor, gottwald a7td seidel take 
leave of sister martha quietly as they 
move toward the door. 

gottwald 

[In a casual turtj,] What do you think of the 
case, Doctor? 

[doctor, gottwald aiid seidel exeunt, 

[sister MARTHA, who is uow alonc with han- 
NELE, pours some milk into a bowl. Mean- 
while^ HANNELE opeits her eyes and watches 
her. 
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IIAHMELE 

Ha\ e you come from Jesus ^ 

SISTEK UARTIIA 

What dul you say, dcar^ 

tlAHHELC 

Have you come from the Lord Jesus ? 

SISTER EtARTHA 

'Vhy, Hannele, have you forgotten me> I'm 
Sister Martha Don’t you remember coming to see 
us one day and praying and singing those beautiful 
hymns ? 

tlANNSEE 

liicddtng jotfullj'] Oh, yes, yes Such beau- 
tiful, beautiful hymns' 

SISTER MARTHA 

I’ve come to riurse you, in God’s name, till you 
get well 

HAI»NEL£ 

1 don’t want to get well 

SISTER SIARTHA 

[Bringing hr tht mr/i ] The doctor says you 
must take a little of this milk, to make you strong 
again 
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HANl^ELE 

[Turns away.'] I don’t want to get well. 

Sister martha 

Don’t want to get well ? That’s not sensible, my 
dear. There, let me tie )'our hair up. 

[5/je ties her hair. 

HAtJNELE 

[Crying quietly.] I don’t want to get well. 

SISTER MARTHA 

Well, I declare! Why not? 

HANNELE 

Oh, how I long to go to heaven. Sister. ' 

SISTER MARTHA 

We all long for that, darling. But we must be 
patient and wait until God calls us, and then, if we 
repent of our sins 


HAHNELE 

[Eagerly.] I do repent. Sister! Indeed, indeed 
Ido! 

SISTER MARTHA 

• and if we believe in the Lord Jesus 
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HAN^ELE 

I d'} bdiOe in Hmi' 

SISTER MARTHA 

Then sou may wait m pose, «iy d»!J — Let 
me smooth your piltoss for you —Thtrc Now go 
to sleep 

IIANSCLE 

1 can i sleep 

SISTER MARTHA 
Oh, JO, you can, tf you try 

IIASSELC 

Sister Martha ' 

SISTER MARTHA 

Well, dear? 

HASNEIE 

Sister' Are there anv — any unpardonable sms^ 
SISTER MARTHA 

We won’t talk about that now You must not 
excite yourself 

HANNELE 

Please, please, please * Won’t you tell me ^ 
SISTER EIARTHA 

^eSjjes There oresins that God won t pardon 
— sms against the Hols Gho^t* 
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HANNELE 

Oh, do you think I’ve committed one ? 

SISTER MARTHA 

Nonsense. Why, only very, very wicked people, 
like Judas, who betrayed our Lord, could commit 
those sins. 

HANNELE 

You don’t know — you don’t know. 

SISTER MARTHA 

Hush. Y ou must go to sleep. 

HANNELE 

I’m so afraid. 

SISTER MARTHA 
You need not be. 

HANNELE 

But if I have committed one ? 

SISTER MARTHA 

Oh, but you haven’t. 

HANNELE 

[Clmgs to the sister and stares into the darkness.] 
Sister ! Sister ! 
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He scorning Can’t )ou hear him? 


That’s his voice— outside* Hark* 


Fathers' Father’s* There he is! 


Where ? I don’r see him 


Where ? 
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HANNELE 

At the foot of the bed ! 

SISTER MARTHA 

It’s only this coat and hat, darling. Wc’ll take 
the nasty things awTiy and give them to Daddy 
Plcschkc. And then I’ll bring some w-ater and we’ll 
make a compress for you. You won't be afraid if 
I leave you alone for a few moments, will you r Lie 
quite still till I come back. 

HANNELE 

Was it really only the coat and hat, Sister t How 
silly of me. 

SISTER MARTHA 

Keep quite Still. I’ll be back directly. [She goes 
out, but retunis, as the courtyard is pitch dark.^ I’ll 
put the candle outside in the courtyard for a minute. 
[Shaking her finger tenderly at hannele.] Now 
mind! Keep still! 

[5Ae goes out. 

[It is almost dark in the room. As soon as the 
SISTER has gone, the figure of m.attern, 
the mason, appears at the foot of the bed. 
He has a drunken and unkempt look, 
tangled I'ed hair, and a shabby old soldier’s 
cap. In his left hand he holds his tools. 
Round his right xvrist is a cord. He 
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starei ihrtaientngfy at HA^^ELE ai tj 
absut It ttriie A fait light eimlofts 
tht affarititn and itrtams en to the 
bed HAsMLE enen her face uith 
her hands m terror She xirithes 
and moam ftteeutly 


THE APP4fUT10N 

[In a hoarse and exaiferated leice j Where arc 
)ou ^ Loafin’ agen, as usual, «h ’ 1 11 teach jou 
to >kul1c, )ou little 4e\il, you So you’se been 
tellin' tales, have )ou' Tellin’ the folks I ill-uses 
you, eh ^ I beats \ou, eh > Aren’t you ashamed to 
tell Such lies ^ ou am t no child of mine Get up, 
sou laav baggage I dont want to have nothin’ 
more to do with sou 1 sehalfa mind to turn you 
out into the gutter Get up and light the fire D ye 
hear ^ If I keeps you it s out o’ chanty Now then, 
up with you ’ ^ ou won’t, won’t you ? IVell then, 
look out 


[HA^^ELE, With an effort rises Her eyes re- 
masn dosed She drags herself to the sio\e, 
opens the state door, and falls senseless as 
SISTER MARTHA rrfwni tilth a lighted 
candle and a jug af water The apparition 
lanishes sister Martha stares 

at KSSRELE as she lies am-ng the ashes, 
and exclaims 
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SISTER MARTHA 

Saints alive ! [She puts doxm the candle and the 
jug, hastens to hannele, and lifts her from the floor. 
Hearing her cry, the inxnates of the almshouse rush 
I just left her for a moment to fetch some water and 
she got out of bed. Here, Hedwig, give me a hand ! 

HANKE 

You’d best be careful, or you’ll hurt her. 

PLESCHKE 

It d-don’t seem nat’ral to me, Sister. Someone 
must have bewitched the girl. 

TULPE 

That’s what’s wrong wi’ her. 

HANKE 

[Loudly. 1 She won’t last long, she won’t. 

SISTER MARTHA 

[TFhen xvith hedwig’s assistance she has put han- 
nele to bed again.^ That may be all very true, my 
good man, but you really must not excite the child. 

HANKE 

You’re makin’ quite a fuss about her, ain’t you ? 
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rLEsaikE 

[Te HASKt.} \ou rtabttillot jouare — areg’hr 
out-an *out bad lot Ain t >ou got scric enough to 
know— <is — as— Aick /oik mustn't be evated ^ 

IIETE 

[Mimiehnj hm') S-sick. folk mustn't be ex* 
ated 

SISTCK MAHTMA 
I realU must request )ou-^— 

•nirt 

Quite right, Sbter — ^ ou get out o* here' 

HA*<Ke 

^\^»en »c wants to go, we il go, and not before 

HSTC 

The stable’s good enough for the hkes of «f 
FLESCHKE 

Don t )ou nuke no fuss — )ou’ll find a place to 
sleep in, jou will 

[The inmalri tf the ahnihouse gt cut 
HASt^ELE 

[Opens her tjet She teems tertijled] Has he 
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SISTER MARTHA 

They’ve all gone, Hanneie. Did they frighten 
you ? 


HANNELE 

\Still terrified.'] Has father gone ? 


SISTER MARTHA 

He hasn’t been here. 


HANHELE 

Oh yes, he has, Sister ! 

SISTER MARTHA 
Y ou dreamed it, my dear. 

HANNELE 

[Sighing deeply.] Oh, dear Lord Jesus ! Dear, 
dear Lord Jesus 1 Won’t you please, please, take 
me away from here ! 

[Her tone changes. 

“ Oh, would He but come 
And guide my way home ! 

I’m worn and I’m weary 
No more can I roam ! ” 

Yes, yes. I’m sure He will. Sister. 

SISTER MARTHA 


What, dear ? 
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lIANNEtE 

He's promised lo take me to Him, Sister 

SISTER UARTIIA 

H m [CoHfA/ 

IIAHSELE 

Ht’s protni-ed 

SISTER MSRTHA 
Who has promised > 


tlSt<NElE 

[11 hisptring mpUrtiush wf# thr SISTER’S r«r ] 
The dear Lord — Gottwald' 

SISTER MSRTHA 

Get off tosleqia^m, lUnnele, ihil’sagoodgirl 

IIAhNELE 

Isn t he handsome. Sister? Don’t you think 
tachcr s handsome^ His name is Heinnch'— Did 
you know that ^ ^V^at a beautiful nai ne' [Fn- 
Ktntly ] Dear, good, kind Heinrich’ Sister, when 
I grow up, we’re gwng to be marned ’ 

And when thepnest bad made them one. 
Away they went ti^ther 
They rested on a snow-white bed 
Within a darkened chamber ” 
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He has such a lovely heard. {Entranced?^ And, 
oh, his head’s covered with such sweet white clover ! 
— Hark ! He’s calling me ! Don’t you hear ? 

SISTER MARTHA 

Do go to sleep, my pet. No one is calling. 

HANNELE 

It was the voice of — Jesus. Hark ! He’s calling 
me again. Oh, I hear Him quite plainly. “ Han- 
nele! ” “ Hannele! ” — Let us go to Him! 

SISTER MARTHA 

When God calls He will find me ready ! 

HANNELE 

[Hier head is now bathed in moonlight. She makes 
a gesture as though she were inhaling some sweet per- 
fume.'] Don’t you smell them, Sister ? 

SISTER MARTHA 

No, Hannele. 

HANNELE 

Lilacs! [Her ecstasy itic7'eases.] Listen! Listen! 
[H sweet voice is faintly heard m the far distance.] 
Is that the angels singing ? Don’t you hear ? 
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SISTEK MARTHA 

^ es, dear, I hear But now jou must turn round 
and has e a good long sleep 

IIASNELE 

Can you stng that, loo ? 

SISTER MARTHA 
Sing what, my child f 

IIAMNELE 

"Sleep, darling, sleep'” 

SISTER SIARTHA 

Would you like me to^ 

HANDELE 

[Lift bath and stroies the sister’s hand j Mother, 
mother' Sing to me' 

sister aiartha 

[Extinguisher the tight, bends ever the bed, and 
softly intones the follosuing verses to the accompani- 
ment of distant music ] 

‘ Sleep, darling, sleep' 

In the ^rden goes a sheep 

wi^r the rest in darkness 
SO 
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A little lamb with thee shall play, 

From dawn to sunset, all the day. 

Sleep, darling, sleep ! ” 

[Twilight Jills the room, sister martha has 
gone. The pale and ghostly form of a 
woman appears and seats itself o?i the side 
of the bed. She is slightly bent and seems 
to rest on her thin hare arms. Her feet are 
hare. Her long white locks stream over her 
shoulders and upon the bed. Her face seesns 
worn and wasted. Her sunken eyes, though 
closed, seem fixed on hannele. Her voice 
sounds as the voice of one speaking in her 
sleep. Before she speaks, her lips are seen 
to move, as though it cost her a great effort 
to get the words out. She is prematurely 
aged. Her cheeks are hollow, and she is 
clad in miserable clothes. 

THE FEMALE APPARITION 

Hannele ! 

HANNELE 

[Her eyes, also, are closed.] Mother, dearest 
mother ! Is it you ? 

THE FEMALE APPARITION 

It is I. — I have washed the feet of my Saviour 
with my tears, and I have dried them with my hair. 
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IIAMKELE 

Do ) ou bring me good tidings f 


THE FEMALE APPARJTIOH 

\es! 


IIASNELE 

Have you come far? 


THE FEMALE APPA»mON 
Hundreds of thousands of miles, through the 
night' 

IIANNELE 

How strange )ou look, mother ' 

THE FEMALE APPAEtTlOH 
As the children of earth look, so I look ' 


HANNELE 

There arc buttercups and daisies on your lips 
Y our voice rings out like music 

THE rcUALB APPARITION 

It IS no true ring, my child 

HANtieLE 

Mother, dear modicr, jour beauty dazzles me' 
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THE FEMALE APPARITION 

The angels in heaven arc a thousandfold more 
radiant 1 

HANNELE 

Why are you not like them ? 

THE FEMALE APPARITION 
I suffered for your sake. 

HANNELE 

Mother mine, won’t you stay with me ? 

THE FEMALE APPARITION 

I cannot stay ! 

HANNELE 

Is it beautiful where you have come from ? 

THE FEMALE APPARITION 

There the wide meadows are sheltered from the 
wind and storm and hail God shields them. 

HANNELE 

Can you rest there when you are tired ? 

THE FEMALE APPARITION 

Yesl' 
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tlANKELE 

Can you get food to eat there, when jou are 
hungry ? 

THE FEMALE ArPAWTION 
Tlierc 1$ meat and fruit for all who hunger, and 
golden wine for tho&e who thirst 

[She thnnit irtcffji 

IIANKELE 

Are you going, mother ? 

THE FEMALE APPAWTIOV 

God calls me* 

HANHELE 

Does He call loudly^ 

THE FEMALE APPAkITIOS 
He calls me loudly < 

HANNEIE 

My heart is parched within me, mother* 

THE FEMALE APPARITION 
God will cool It with roses and with lilies. 

HANNELE 

Mother, will God r e deem me ? 
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THE FEMALE APPARITION 

Do you know this flower I hold here in my hand ? 

HANNELE 

It’s golden sesame ! The key of heaven ! 

THE FEMALE APPARITION 

[Puts it into hannele’s hand.'] Take it and keep 
it as God’s pledge. Farewell ! 

HANNELE 

Mother ! Mother, don’t leave me ! 

THE female apparition 

[Shrinks away.] A little while and ye shall not 
see me, and again a little while and ye shall see me. 

HANNELE 

I’m afraid ! 

THE FEMALE APPARITION 

[Shrmking still farther atvay.] Even as the snow- 
drifts on the hills are swept away by the winds, so 
shall thy troubles be lifted from thee. 

HANNELE 


Don’t go ! 
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THE FEMALE APPAEITION 
The Children of Hea%cn are as lightnings m the 
Night Sleep' 

[TAr re»m gradually grwis dark Pretty 
%aiets ef young children are heard sing- 
ing the second terse of “ Sleep, darling, 
sleep ” 

“ Skep, darling, sleep ' 

Bright guests their sigijs keep 

[v/ gold-green light suddenly floods the room 
Three radiant ASCEts, crowned with roses, 
and having the forms of leautful winged 
youths, appear and take up the tong hi 
their hands they hold music the female 
APFARtTiON has vanished 

The guests who guard thee thro' the night 
Are angels from the realms of Light 
Sleep, darling, sleep I” 

HANNELE 

[Opens her eyes and gasus rapturously at the 
ANGELS ] Angels’ [Her joy and her amazement 
groti, hue she stems still mdouitl Angels!* [Tri- 
umphantly ] Angels* ' * 

pause Then the akcels smg the 
following strophes from the music in their 
hands 
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FIRST ANGEL 

The sunlight that gleamed on the mountains 
Gave nothing to thee of its gold. 

The wavering green of the valleys 

For thee ne’er its wealth would unfold. 

SECOND ANGEL 

The life-giving grain as it ripened 
Thy craving for bread did not heed. 

The kine as they grazed in the meadows 
Denied thee their milk in thy need. 

, THIRD ANGEL 

The buds and the blossoms around thee, 
Whose sweetness delighted the day, 

Their glory of azure and purple 

Ne’er shed on the shards of thy way. 

[Brief pause.'\ 

FIRST ANGEL 

A heavenly greeting we bring thee 
From out of the darkness of space. 

And the tips of our radiant pinions 
Are touched with God’s grace. 

SECOND ANGEL 

In the hem of our raiment we bear thee 
The fragrance and joy of the Spring. 

The rose of the morn, newly born. 

On our lips we bring. 
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TIiniD ANGEL 

The mystic, green glow of our Home-land 
Illumines our feet tn the skies 
The spires of The City Eternal 
Shine deep in our ejes 

THE FIRST ACT ENDS 



THE SECOND ACT 


The scene is as it %vas before the appearance of the 

ANGELS. 

THE DEACONESS (siSTER MARTHa) sitS hesidc HAN- 
nele’s bed. She lights the candle again and 
HANNELE aivakes. Her inward rapture is still 
shown in the expression of her face. As soon as 
she recogtiises sister martha she breaks into 
joyous talk. 

HANNELE 

Sister ! Sister Martha ! Do you know who has 
been here ? Angels ! Angels, Sister ! 

SISTER MARTHA 

Aha ! Y ou’re wide awake again. 

HANNELE 

Yes, yes. Only think of it. {hnprdsively.] Angels! 
Angels I Real angels, from heaven. Sister Martha, 
with great big wings ! 

SISTER MARTHA 

What sweet dreams you must have had, dear. 
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HANNELE 

Why do you speak of dreams? Look, look' See 
what I have i n my hand 1 

[5Ae holdt out an imaginary fnur to htr 

SISTER MARTHA 

What IS It, dearest > 

HANNELE 

Can’t you see? 

SISTER MARTHA 

H’m 

HANNELE 

Look at If, Sister Only look ' 

SISTER MARTHA 

1 see, dear 

HANNELE 

Smell how sweet it is ' 

SISTER MARTHA 

[Pretending to smeU'\ Beautiful' 

HANNELE 

Take care, take care You’ll crush it. 

SISTER MARTHA 

Oh, no, 1 mustn’t do that, my dear What do 
you call this wonderful flower ? 
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HANNELE 

Why, golden sesame, of course ! 

SISTER MARTHA 

Oh! 

HANNELE 

Of course it is. Can’t you see ? Bring the light 
here. Quick! Quick! 

SISTER MARTHA 

Ah 1 Now I sec. 

HANNELE 

Isn’t it beautiful ? 

SISTER MARTHA 

Yes, yes. But you mustn’t talk so much, my 
child. Y ou must keep quite, quite still, or else the 
doctor will be angry. Now you must take the 
medicine he sent for you. 

HANNELE 

Oh, Sister, why will you worry so much about 
me r Y ou don't know what has happened — do you, 
now ? \Nnio do you think it was gave me this lovely 
golden scs,amc ? Guess, guess, — ^What’s sesame for ? 
Don’t you know, Sister r 
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SISTER EISRTHA 

Ssh ' You can tdl meall about it in the mommg, 
when you arc strong, and bright, and well again 

HANHELE 

I am well 

tntt to nst and puts her fitt out ef ted 
SISTER MARTHA 

You mustn’t do that, Hannele dear 


IIANNBLE 

[If'avtng her ouay.gets cut cf bed and tiells a fete 
tteps] Please — please do lease me alone. I must 
go away-i^way (JAr starts and stores fotdlj at 
tomethtng] Oh, dear Lord Jesus* 

[The figure ef an AN«EL,r/a^ m Hash and sath 
black uings, appears The anoel »r tall, 
majestic and beautiful In hts hands he 
holds a long, uavj siuerd, the hilt of xthich 
IS wrapped m crape The ancfl is seated 
near the ttne He is silent and serious 
He genet steadily and calmly at hannele 
yf supernatural tt Aifr light fills the room 
\V’ho are you f 

[Pause ] 


Arc you an angc!> 
^nt? [A-i answer ■] 
Have you come for me 


[iVa answer J Is it me you 
I am Hannele Mattern 
‘I [efgain no answer] 
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[During this incident, sister Martha has stood 
looking on, perplexed and thoughtful, with 
folded hands. She slowly passes out of the 
room. 

Has God made you dumb ? Are you an angel ? 
[No answer.] Are you one of God’s good angels ? 
[No Will you be kind to me ? [No an- 

swer.] Are you an enemy ? [No answer.] Why 
have you hidden that sword in the folds of your 
dress ? [Silence.] I’m so cold, so cold. Y our look 
chills me. You’re icy cold. [Still silence.] Who 
are you ? 

[No answer. Terror suddenly overmasters her. 
She screams and turns as if appealing for 
help to someone behind her. 

Mother 1 Mother 1 

[A figure, dressed like the deaconess, hut 
younger and more beautiful, and with great 
white xvings, enters the room, hannele 
hurries toward the figure, and clutches at 
her hand. 

Mother, mother ! There’s someone in the room ! 
deaconess 

Where? 

hannele 


Therc—there! 
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1tU£0*f£SS 

^Vhy do }ou tremble so? 


I’m afraid 
Fear nothing 


HWNCLE 

DCACOHESS 
f am with you 


IIASSELE 

My teeth are chattering I can’t Ar/f it, mother 1 
He tern lies me ' 

DEACONESS 

Fear not, m> child He n. )our fnend 


HAhHElE 

\Vho t> It, mother? 


DEACONESS 

Do you not know him^ 


HANNELE 

Who IS he ? 

DEACONESS 

He IS Death * 

HANMELE 

Death* itarti fixtdlf and Jiarfullj et iht 

AVGEL/<ir a msmentj Must it — must it be? 
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DEACONESS 

Death is the gate, Hannele! 

HANNELE 

Is there no other, mother dear ? 

DEACONESS 

There is no other. 


HANNELE 

Will you be cruel to me, Death ? — He won’t 
answer! Why won’t he answer any of my ques- 
tions, mother ? 

DEACONESS 

The voice of God has answered you already. 

HANNELE 

Oh, dear Lord God, I have so often longed for 
this. But now — now I am afraid ! 

DEACONESS 

Get ready, Hannele. 

HANNELE 

For death, mother ? 

DEACONESS 

For death. 


E 
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HANHELB 

[Timidly, afur a pnuu^ Shall I have to wear 
these ragged clothe^ when they put me into the 
coffin? 

DEACONESS 
God Will clothe you 

[5Ae preduett c smalt uher bell and '* 
Ih rupente there enters — silently, hie a 
the fe/letting appantiens — a little hump 
baeied vii-tACE tailor, carrying «« bit 
arm a bridal dress, a veil and a tireat 
In one hand he hat a pair ef crystal slippers 
He hat a eemteal, see'Sa^vgait, bmis silently 
te the ANGEL and the deaconess, an 
lastly, and ebte^iiieusly, tc hannele 


THE VILLAGE TAILOR 

[Bobbing and bowing } Johanna Katherma Mat* 
tern, your most obedient [Clears his throat ] Your 
father, hi» Excellency the Count, has done me the 
honour of ordering this bridal robe for you 


DE ACONBSS 

[Tabes the dress from the tailor, and attires 
HANNELE j I Will help you to put It on, Hannele 

HANNELE 

[ffoefuUy J Oh, how it rustics 
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DEACONESS 

It’s white silk, Hannele. 

HANNELE 

Won’t the people be astonished to see me so beau- 
tifully dressed in my coffin ! 

THE VILLAGE TAILOR 

Johanna Katherina Mattern [He clears his 

throat.'] The village is full of it. \He clears his 
throat.] It’s full of the good luck your death is 
bringing you. [C/eflri his throat.] Your father, 
his Excellency the Count — has just been 

talking to the Burgomaster about it. 

DE.ACONESS 

[Puts wreath on h.vnnele’s head.] Lift up your 
head, you heavenly bride! 

hannele 

[Ty'emblhig with childish pleasure.] Oh, Sister 
Martha, I’m so glad I am to die. [Breaiiug off 
suddetily and doubtfully.] You ai'e Sister Martha, 
are you not ? 

DEACONESS 

Yes, my child. 

HANNELE 

No, no. You’re not Sister Martha. You are my 
mother ! 
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DEACOVSSS 


Yes 


IIAMNELB 


Are you both of them? 


DEACONESS 

The children of hearen are all one in God 


THE VILLAGE TAILOR 

If I maj say so, Pnneess Hannclc— [hf 
put an the thppers] ihese slippers are the snuu» 
in the land Hedwig, and Agnes, and Li»e, 
Martha, and Minna, and Anna, and KSthe, an 
Gretchen, and the rest of them all have such very 
large feet [He puts «n the slippers ] But the) 
you — they fit you ' We vc found the bride’ Prin* 
ce»s Hannele s feet are the smallest '—Is there any- 
thing else I can do for you ? [Bsws and streptt J 
\ our servant. Princess Your servant 

[He gees 

HANNELE 

Who would have dreamed it, mother? 


DEACONESS 

Now you need not take any more of that nasty 
physic. 

HANNELE 

No 
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DEACONESS 

Soon you will be as bright and blithe as a lark, 
now, darling. 

HANNELE 

Oh, yes ! 

DEACONESS 

Come, dear, and lie down on your death-bed. 

[5A« takes HANNELE by the hand, leads her 
gently to the bed and waits while h.a.nnele 
lies down. 

HANNELE 

Now I’ll soon know what death is, won’t I f 
DEACONESS 

You KvJJ, Hannele. 

HANNELE 

[Lying on her back and playing with an imaginary 
/lower.'} I have a pledge here 1 

DEACONESS 

Press it closely to your breast. 


HANNELE 


[Grozving frightened again and glancing at the ' 
ANGEL.] Must it — must it be ? 
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tlEACONESS 

It must 

[StiinJs ef o funtral mareh heard in the rimile 
distimee 

IIA^^ELe 

[Litlening'\ That s Master Seyfried and •he 
mubicians announemg the funeral 

[W* ANCiL rites 

Ohj lies getting up* 

[TA# sterm eutiide gains strength The A^CIl. 
tfruui nearer t« iiaknele 

Sister* Mother' He’s comtng to me! Where 
are you* I cant see you' [efgfealwg is the 
ANOBL J iMake haste, thou dark and silent spint' 
[Speaiing as thsugh a heavy xceigkt eppressei her } 
He s pressing me down ' [TAr ancel sslemnly iifii 
uphistv-ord) He'll crush me to pieces I {Itith 
angunh ] Help, Sister, help' 

[The DEAcONrss Steps majnticatlj hetv.een the 
angel and hanneie, and toys her hands 
prasectingh en the chid s heart She speaks 
hfuh tmpressneh and xvith authersty 


DEACONESS 

lie dare not Z lay my consecrated hands upon 
th) heart 

[The ddri Attctt Vanishes Silence 
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\The DEACONESS lapses into meditation and her 
lips move as if in prayer. The sound of 
the funeral march has continued through 
this scejie. A noise as of many tramping 
feet is heard. The form of the schoolmaster, 
GOTTWAED, appears in the central door- 
way. The funeral march ceases, gott- 
WALD is dressed in mourning and bears a 
bunch of lovely bluebells in his hand. He 
takes off his hat reverently, and on entering 
makes a gesture as though he would have 
silence. Behind him arc ranged his pupils, 
boys and girls, in Sunday clothes. At the 
gesture of the schoolmaster, stop 
chattering, and seem afraid to cross the 
threshold. gottwald approaches the 
DEACONESS xvith a radiant look upon his 
face. 


GOTTWALD 

Good day, Sister Martha. 


DEACONESS 

Good day, Teacher Gottwald. 


GOTTWALD 

[Shakes his head sadly as he looks at hannele.] 
Poor little maid. 
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DEACONESS 

\Vliy are you so sad, Tcicher Gottwald ? 

OQTTWALD 

Is she not dead 1 

DEACONESS 

Is that a thing to gne\e over? She has found 
peace at last I envy her 

COTTWALD 

] A>, she IS free from Care and sorrow 
now It IS all for the best 


deaconess 

[Loihng strarljastly at hanneie ] How fair she 
seems 

COTTWAtD 

Yes, scry fair Death seems to have clothed her 
with beauty 

DsaCONESS 

God has m-vde her beautiful, because she loved 
Him 

GOTTWALD 

Yes, she was always good and pious 

iStghs hiavilj, aptnt hn hjmn-bcoh, and purs 
tntt It sadh 
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DEACONESS 


\Peenng into the same hymn-book.'] Wc should 
not repine. We must be patient. 


GOTTWALD 


And yet my heart is heavy. 


DEACONESS 


You do not mourn to know tliat she is saved ? 


GOTTWALD 


I mourn to think that two fair flowers have \ 
withered. 


DEACONESS 


I do not understand you. 


GOTTWALD 


I have two faded violets in this book. How like 
they are to the dead eyes of my poor little Hannele. 


DEACONESS 


They will grow bright and blue again in Heaven. 


GOTTWALD 


Oh, Lord, how long must we still wander in this 
vale of tears ! [H/V tone changes abruptly. He be- 
comes bustling and business-like. Produces a hymn- 
book.] I thought it would be a good idea to sing 
the first hymn here — in the house — “Jesus, my 
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DE4CDNESS 

It IS a beautiful hymn and Hanncic Mattern ws 
a pious child 

COTTUAtO 

And then, ) ou ki)ow> when w e get to the church- 
prd, we can smg, ‘ Nowlettest Thou thysenant ” 
[He Umit ta the sekael children and addresses them ] 
HtnonNo 6a' [Intones kjmn,sini.l^ heoUng time 
“Now let-test'Thou'Thy-servant, De-pa-ar-art- 
in-peace— — £TAe children chme in J Children, 
hate you all warm clothes on? It wll be cold out 
yonder m the churchyard Come in and uke one 
last look at our poor Hanneie. 

[TAr children enter and range themsehes aiatst 
the bed 


See how beautiful death has made the child 
Once she was dad m tags Now she wears silken 
raiment She went barefooted once Nowshehas 
crystal slippers on her feet Ere \ ery long she will 
he taken to a hou!>e all built of gold, where she wall 
never more know thirst or hunger 

Do you remember how you used to mock at her 
and call her Princes, Rag-Tag?_No« she is going 
away from us to be a real pnneess m Heaien If 
■ry ofyou h.,t her. now „ ,he „mr to 

beg for her forp, rnro If you do n„,, ,he w,|| „!! 
her Heevenly ferher how „„k,n<| ,ou were to her 
and It will go hard with you 
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A CHILD 

^Stepping forivard.] Dear Princess Hannele, 
please, please forgive me and don’t tell God that 
I used to call you Princess Rag-Tag. 

ALL THE CHILDREN 

[Together.^ We are all very, very sorry. 

GOTTWALD 

k 

That’s right, children. Hannele will forgive you. 
Now, boys and girls, go inside and wait till I join 
you. 

DEACONESS 

Come into the back room with me and I will tell 
you what you must all do if you want to join the 
bright angels some day, like Hannele. 

[She goes out. the children /(?// oiu. The door 
closes. 

GOTTWALD 

[Alone with hannele. He lays his flozvers at her 
feet.'] My dear, dear Hannele, here are the violets 
I have brought you. [K?ieels by the bedside. His 
voice trembles.] Do not forget me in your new 
felicity. [He sobs and lays his head against the folds 
of her dress.] My heart is breaking at the thought 
of parting from you. 

[Voices are heard zoithout. gottwald rises 
arid lays a covering over hannele. Tzvo 
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apng uemen, iresui as if for a fur era!, 
and uith ktmdierchiefs end ytllnv-tdged 
hjmn-h*»h m their hands, push their tiar 
into the rtoHt 

nitST MOMAN 

[Glanetng round J WVrc ahead of them all 
SECOND \eoM<N 

Nojweain't TThcrc's the Teacher Goodda), 
Teacher 

comeAtl) 

Good day 

riRJT t\OMAN 

\ ou re takin' it to heart. Teacher Well, well* 
I allow she was a sweet child Mj, what a busj 
httle thing she was, to be sure 

SECOND W OMAN 

Sa), Teacher, wc’\e heard as how she lallcd her- 
self It am t true, is It > 

THIRD WOMAN 

[yfpptars ] Twould he mortil s,n t 

SECOND WOMAN 
A\, ihst It would 
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THIRD WOMAN 

The minister, he says, there ain’t no pardon for it 

GOTTWALD 

The Saviour said, “ Suffer little children to come 
unto Me, and forbid them not.” 

FOURTH WOMAN 

\Enfers.'\ Dear, dear, what weather we’re havin’ . 
We’ll all be froze before we’ve done. I hope the 
parson won’t keep us long in the churchyard. The 
snow’s a foot deep in the churchjTird. 

FIFTH WOMAN 

[jEniffrr.] Th’ parson won’t have no prayers read 
over her. He says as how consecrated ground ain’t 
no place for the likes o* her. 

PLESCHKE 

HaA'e y^ou heard the news ? A grand 
stranger’s bin to see the parson. He says that 
Mattern’s Hannele’s a saint. 

HANKE 

[Hurrying /«.] They’re bringin’ her a cry’stal 
Coffin. 

SEVERAL VOICES 

[Together.'l A crystal coffin 1 
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IIANhE 

Reckon It’ll co«t a pretty sum 
SEVERAL VOICES 

[Tegtiher^ A ciystal coffin* 

SetDEL 

lEnitrs ] There’s strange gom's on down in the 
Milage An angel’s bin there — an angel as big’s a 
poplar, they do say An' there’s more of 'em down 
at th bfaefesmilh’s — little uns, they be, no biggtr 
nor babies [Leelmgat hannele J She don’t look 
like A beggar, she don’t 


SEVERAL VOICES 

ZSeathrtd ) No, she don’t look like a beggar—— 
A crystal cotfin'— Did you ever hear the like'— 
And angefs m the village* 

(four youths tiad in ufnte enlir, hearing e 
erytinl coffin, ttA/fA they put dttvn close te 
xanneles bed They iihnper to each 
ether tteitedly and curiously 

COTTWAtU 

[Shghl/y ramng the c/t/P] ^Vould you like to 
have a look at the dead child > 


FIRST WOEfAN 

[Peeping at UAUnrLu] Just look 
Why, if It ain’t shtmn’ just like gold 
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gottwald 

[Drawing the cloth completely from the body which 
is flooded with a pale Ughti] Have you seen her silk 
dress and crj’Stal slippers ? 

[Jll utter exclamations of surprise, and draw 
back. 


SEVERAL VOICES 

[Confusedly.^ Lord, how beautiful ! — Why, that 
ain’t our Hannele! — That can’t be Mattern’s Han- 
nele ! — ^Well, if it ain’t wonderful ! 


PLESCHKE 

She’s a saint, sure enough. 

[The FOUR YOUTHS lay hannele reverently in 
the crystal coflin. 


HANKE 

I told you there wouldn’t be no buryin’ for /if?* 
FIRST WOM.aN 

I reckon they’ll put her into the church. 

SECOND WOMAN 

1 don’t believe the girl’s dead at all. She looks 
too lifelike for that. 
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PLESCHKt 

G'gt’ me — gi’ me — a feather — ^Vc’ll soon sec 

ifshe'sdead — Justg>* me a feather [TAfjr^e 

hm a feather He h»fdt tt Before her hps ] It don’t 
stir' The girl s d«ad, sure enough, she is There 
ain’t no life left in her 

TBlan STOMAS 

I’d like to giie her this bit o’ rosemary 

[SA< putt a tpn^ into the coffin 

FOWRTll WOMAN 
She can have my lavender, toa 

riFTM WOMAN 

^Vhy, where’s Mattem J 

riftST WOMAN 
Ay, where’s Mattern ? 

SECOND WOVIAN 

^V^erc he always is, dnnkin* dow n at th’ inn 
FIRST WOMAN 

May be he don t know what s happened ? 

SECOND Most AN 

fic don’t know nothin* when he’s full o’ dnnk 
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Pr.ESCHKE 

What? Ain’t no one told him there’s a dead 
body in the house ? 

THIRD WOMAN 

He might have found that out for hisself. 

FOURTH WOMAN 

I’m not accusin’ anyone, I ain’t. But it do seem 
odd the man who killed the child, as you might say, 
shouldn’t know nothin’ about it. 

SEIDEL 

That’s what I say, and every one in th’ village 
’ud say the same. Why, she’s got a bruise on her 
as big as my fist. 


FIFTH WOMAN 

He’s the devil’s own child, is Mattern. 


SEIDEL 

I saw that there bruise when I was helpin’ to put 
her to bed. 1 tell you, it was as big as my fist. 
That’s what settled her business. 

FIRST WOMAN 
He’s the man as done it. 
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AtV 

IWhisptting mgnlj ta one onoihtr ] Tint’s what 
he IS 

5ECOVP WO'JAK 

1 call him a murderer 

ALL 

He s a murdTcf, a murderer' 

{The dnmten wtee <r/MMTEav, tht ntosi*. «s 
heard wlheut 

MATisas 

[If'tlheut] L^mmMn, djehear^ Lemmem' 

I am t done no hafm to nobody [H# apptori •» 
the diaru.ay and bauh 1 Where are jou hidin >)Oti 
good-fbr-nothm hussy ^ [He ftaggers'jj lUp'® 
you tiU I count fi\e Then look out Now then 

One- — two — three — and one irtakes Come 

ouf, damn you, you hus:»y ^Vhat d'ye mean by 
maicin' me lose m> temper ? Lcmtnc get a sight oi 
you, that's all, and I’ll break e^ert bone in vour 
body [He ttumbles, rttoiers and stares stuptdij at 
the Silent irstanders J ^V^lat arc you starin' at me 
for^ [S'o anssier'] Whaidyewant? DmiltaVe 
youali Iain tdonenothin’tothegirl Comeout, 
dye hear? And mighty quick about it, too [He 
ehutilei it himself] I know what I’m about, jf I 
haxe had a drop too mu«^ What, you ain't i.one 
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yet [Savagely.'] Don’t stand there glarin’ ai 

me or I’ll 

[A man wearing a long, shabby, broton robe 
enter's. He is about thirty years old. His 
hair is long and dark. His face is the face 
of the schoolmaster, gottwald. hi his 
left hand he holds a soft hat. He has 
sandals on his feet. He seems weary and 
travel-stained. He interrupts the mason 
by laying his hand gently on his arm. 
MATTERN tunis roiind roughly. The 
stranger looks him steadily and calmly in 
the face. 


THE STRANGER 

Mattern, the mason, God’s peace he 

with thee. 

MATTERN 

Where dio you come from ? What do you want ? 


THE STRANGER 

[Appealing.] My feet are weary and blood- 
stained. Give me water wherewith to wash them. 
The burning sun has parched my tongue. Give me 
wine, wherewith to cool it. No food has passed my 
lips since early morn. Give me bread, wherewith 
to still my hunger. 
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MATT**** 

It’s none of my business If you'd been working, 
like an honest man, instead o' trampin’ up and down 
the Country roads, jou’dbeal! right /ha\eto work 
for my livin’ 

TtiS STILAMCER 

I am a workman 


MATTERS 

You’re a vagabond, jou are Honest workmen 
don’t starve 


THE STRAMCER 

For my work no man pays me 


MATTSRH 

You’re a vagabond 


THE STRANGER 

\Paintly, sulmitstt-tly, but pretsmsh'] ^ * 

physician Hast thou not nc^ of me ^ 

aiattbrn 

Not I I’m not sick No doctors for me 

THE STRANGER 

IHn voice tremhlmg tuth tmntion ] Msuern, the 
mason, bethink thee * Though thou hast denied me 
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water, I will heal thee. Though thou hast refused 
me bread, yet I can make thee well. God is my 
witness. 

MATTERN 

Be off with you, d’ye hear ? Be ofF. My hones 
are sound. I don’t want nothin’ to do with doctors. 
Will you clear out ? 

THE STRANGER 

Mattern, the mason, bethink thee well. I will 
wash thy feet. I will give thee wine. Thou shalt 
have sweet, white bread to cat. Set thy foot upon 
my head, and I will still heal thee, as God liveth. 

MATTERN 

Y ou won’t go, won’t you, eh ? I’ll have to throw 
you out ? 

THE STRANGER 

{Impressively.'] Mattern, the mason, dost thou 
not know what lies within this house ? 

MATTERN 

There ain’t nothin’ lyin’ here hut what belongs 
to the place, ’ceptin’ you. OfF you go, damn you ! 

THE STRANGER 

[S;>n/)/y.] Thy daughter lies here, sick. 
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MATTERN 

She don’t W'ant no doctor* to cure her complaint 
She's lazj Thai’s \»hat% the matter with her I’ll 
Cure her, and mi^hiy quicJ^ too, )f she don’t stop 
skulkin’ 

THE STBANCEX 

^Loftily ] hlaitcrn, the mason, I come to thee 
as a messenger 

MATTERN 

A messenger? \Vho$<.ntvou, eh? 

THE STRASCER 

I come from the Father, and I go unto the 
Father IVhat hast thou done with His child ^ 


MATTERH 

P raps jou know whereshe » hidin’ herself better 
than 1 do ^Vhat are His children to me? He 
don t Seem to crauble Himself much about them 


THP STRANOSR 

IPireclly ] 7 here is one dead within these walls 
Mattern 

/.if"’ ‘•ppm,!,,, ,h, t,ff„ „lMh, mi 

.i t “’f" coffin, era. 
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I — n-never did ye n-no harm. I was kind to you, 

I I didn’t deny you nothin’ [Brutally^ 

to THE STRANGER,] Wotd’you Want ? Come, speak 
out and ha’ done with it ? ’Tain’t no business of 
mine. 

THE STRANGER 

Mattern, the mason, hast thou nothing to say 
to me ? [The coffin-hearers grow more and snore ex- 
cited, and frequent exclamations of “ Murderer ! ” 
“ Murderer ! ” are heard.] Hast thou not sinned ? 
Hast thou never dragged her from her sleep at night 
and beaten her till she grew faint with pain and 
anguish ? 

MATTERN 

[Frenzied ivith exciiesnent.] hday Heaven strike 
me dead if I have! 

[Famt blue lightning and distant thunder. 

ALL 

[Scattered voices.] It’s thundering! — ^Thunder 
in mid-winter! — He’s perjured himself! — ^The 
murderer’s perjured himself! 

THE STRANGER 

[Gently and persuasively.] Hast thou still nothing 
to confess, Mattern ? 

MATTERN 

[Paslic-struck.] Those whom the Lord loveth. 
He chasteneth. That’s what I did to the girl. I 
treated her as though she was my own child, 1 did. 
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THE WOMEN 

\Rushtng at him'\ AfunJerer' Murderer! 

MATTEXN 

She lied to me and cheated me 


THE STRASCER 

Is this the truth ^ 

MATTERS 

So help me God ‘ 

[TAe g«ld<n utame appears tn hasnile’s 
tlatptd hanJt el mjitie greetiish-peUm, 
light itreamt frcm it The sight dit/foyt 
EfATTERK, uht feetiU ttt terrfT 

THE STRASCER 

Alacfeffl, che mason, thou Just hed to me 

AIX 

{^Scattered voices^ A miracle! A miracle* 

riESCHKE 

The girl’s a saint, sure He’s perjured hiiself, he 
has. 

Mattern 

IShcutiHg ] 1 11 go hang mj-self ' 

[W/ presses his hands t» Jus temp/ii and goes 
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THE STRANGER 

{^Advances to the coffin and turns to the bystanders, 
who draw lack in asve of his now noble and imposing 
forml] Be not afraid ! [He stops and presses han- 
nele’s hand. Then in a gentle torie.l The maiden 
is not dead. She slccpeth. [Earnestly.'] Johanna 
hlattern ! 

[A golden-green light steals into the room. 
HANNELE Opens her eyes and, with the 
help of the stranger’s hand, rises, not 
yet daring to fix her eyes on him. She 
leaves the coffin and sinks upon her knees 
before the stranger. The bystanders flee 
in consternation, the stranger and han- 
nele remain alone, the stranger’s 
shabby gown falls from his shoulders. Be- 
neath it is a robe of white and gold. 

the stranger 
[Tenderly.] Hannele! 

hannele 

[TFith rapture, bending her head low.] ’Tis he ! 

THE stranger 
Dost thou know me ? 

hannele 

I have waited for thee. 
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THE STEATCER 
Canst thou name mj name? 

IIASNELE 

[Tremb/jitg lulh Holj* Holy* Holy* 

THE STRANGER 

I know thy sorrow and thy pain 


HANSELE 

I have longed for thy coming 


Arise* 


THE STRANGER 


HANNELE 

Thy dress i» spotless 1 am ashamed 


THE STRANGER 

l^Laving hit nght hand on hannele’s head ] Thy 
shame I take from thee. [Wr hftt her face gently 
and touchei her eyelids ] I fill thine eyes with cver- 
laMing light Thy soul shall be all sunshine 
Eternal brightness shall be thine, from dawn till 
eve and then till dawn a^m Receive all radiant 
things, and feast thine ejes on all the glories of the 
deep blue sea and azure sky and fair green trees, 
forever and forever [He touches her ears ] Let 
thine cars be opened to the music of the millions 
upon millions of God’sangcL [Jfr touches her lips ] 
"Hius do I loose thy scaminenng tongue and quicken 
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it with the life of thine own soul and my soul, and 
the soul of God Almighty. 

[hannele, trembling convulsively with rapture, 
tries to rise, but cannot. She sobs and 
buries her head in the stranger’s robe. 

With these thy tears I cleanse thee from the dust 
and stain of earth. I will raise thee high above the 
stars of God. 

[the Stranger lays his hand on the child's head 
and speaks the lines following to the accom- 
panying strains of soft snusic. As he speaks, 
the forms of many angels appear, croxoding 
through the doorway. Some are tall, some 
short. Some are radia)it winged boys and 
girls. They swing incense-censers and 
strew flowers, and spread rich stuffs on the 
floor. 

the stranger 

The Realm of Righteousness is filled with light and 
joy 

God’s everlasting peace reigns there without alloy. 
\Ilarps are heard, at first played softly, then 
gradually swelling louder and louder. 

Its mansions are marble, its roofs are of gold. 
Through its rivulets ripple wines ruddy and old. 

In its silver-white streets blow the lily and rose. 

In its steeples the chiming of joy-bells grows. 

The beautiful butterflies frolic and play 

On its ramparts, rich-robed in the mosses of May. 
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Swans, twcUe, soft assntw, nng thfin round m the 

skj, 

And tVieiT vnngs thnll tHt air with sweet sound' at 
they fl\ 

And louder and louder the syanphonies swell 
nil their resonance reaches from heat'n to hell 
hor e\er and e\er, through xons unending, 

Wth music majestic their progress attending, 

'I'hc) soar abotc Zion and meadow and sea. 

And their path is nude lambent with misterj 
The Messed below, m the regions of I ight, 
WanOeron, hand in hand, and rejoice in their flight 
J II the depths of the radiant, the rubj 'red «at es 
Swan dues down after swan, as its plumage it lases. 
So they wash themsehes clean in the clear, deep red 
Of the blood that the Lord, their dear Sannur, had 
shed^ 

And they pass from the glory of flood and of foam, 
To the rest and the bliss of their heascnly home 
[th* sTaAsri* turm U tht anccls, nA» ha'.t 
tndid thtr H«rl II ith timrd jty thtj 
dritH Kfor «nJ firm a ummntr rtund 
IM*IMlr 4nJ Tilt aTKSNGEIU 
Bnng hither finest linen, children mine— 

My fair, mv pretty runle-doves lomc hither 
Surround her weak and sanstrd little frame 
With comfiia and ssnih warmth, to keep her free 
f rora frmt and frrrr, pam and weary w I'e 
Be tender with her Shield her from rude touch 
And bear her swtfity up, on pinioris light 
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Above the waving grasses of the lea. 

Beyond the shimmering wastes of moonlit space 
Beyond the meads and groves of Paradise, 

Into the cool and shade of-boundless peace. 

Then, while she rests upon her silken bed. 

Prepare for her, in alabaster bath, 

Water from mountain brook, and purple wine, and 
milk of antelope, 

To wash away the stain of earthly ill ! 

From off the bushes break the budding sprays. 

Lilac and jessamine, with dew bent low, 

And let their moisture from the petals flow 
Softly upon her, as the showers in May. 

Take linen rare and fine, to dry her limbs 
With loving hands, as ye would lily-leaves. 

From jewell’d chalices pour the reviving wine. 
Pressed from the patient heart of fragrant fruit. 

Delight her lips with sweets, her heart delight 
With all the dazzling splendours of the morn. 
Enchant her eyes with stately palaces. 

Let humming-birds, in iris hues arrayed. 

From walls of malachite flash gold and green. 
Beneath her feet spread velvets, richly wrought. 
And strew her path with daffodils and tulips. 

To fan her cheek let palms in cadence sway 
And make her life unceasing holiday. 

Where the red poppies rear their beauteous heads 
And happy children dance to meet the day, 

Bid her repose, free now from tear and sigh, 

And witch her soul with gentle harmony. 
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THE ANGELS 

{Sing m chertif 

We bear thee awa^ to the Heavenly Rest, 
Lullaby, into the Land of the BIe»t, 

Lullaby, into the Land of the Blest* 

{The stage grasts gradually dark, as the angels 
sing Out cf the darinets the sound of their 
song IS heard more and more fasnili Then 
the stage grnts light The interior of the 
almshouse it seen, exactly at before the frit 
apparition HANNiLE~i7yi«9r, suk ehtld, 
once morelietonthe bed i>oCTORWAeHl.tR 
bends over her, u.ith a stethoscope The 
DEACOSLSS (sister martha] Stands by, 
v.atehing anxiously, and holding a candle 
in her hand The ancels* song eeaset 
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